Gustave Flaubert Letters

ancient history? Strange! strange! And, a propos of Bouil-
het, she hated him then, him too thisjpoor poet? She is mad.

You may well think that I was not able to write an iota for
these twelve days. I am going, I hope, to start at work as soon
as I have finished my novel which has remained with one foot
in the air at the last pages. It is on the point of being pub-
lished but has not yet been finished, I am up every night till
dawn; but I have not had a sufficiently tranquil mind to be
distracted from my patient.

Good night, dear good friend of my heart.

Heavens! don't work nor sit up too much, as you also have
sore throats. They are terrible and treacherous illnesses. We
all love you, and we embrace you. Aurore is charming; she
learns all that we want her to, we don't know how, without seem-
ing to notice it.

What kind of a woman do you want as a companion for your
mother? Perhaps I know of such a one. Must she converse
and read aloud? It seems to me that the deafness is a barrier
to that. Isn't it a question of material care and continual dili-
gence? What are the stipulations and what is the compensa-
tion ?

Tell me how and why father Hugo did not have one single
visit after Ruy Bias? Did Gautier, Saint-Victor, his faithful
ones, neglect him? Have they quarreled about politics?

CCXVIII.    To GEORGE SAND

March, 18.
Dear master,

I have received the fantastic drawings, which have diverted
me. Is there perhaps profound symbolism hidden in Maurice's
work? But I did not find it. . . . Revery!
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